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gather some of the things in him that she had
made, but it was her work. So she loved him
with deep tenderness and care, but also with the
proprietary pride that a craftsman has for his
beautiful creation.

She knew that he did not love her in any sense
of the word love as she understood it, but she did
not want him to love her in her way. She wanted
him simply as he was. Well, she got him as he
was, and the first trouble came when he showed
her a little of what he was. This was in March

*793-

The suddenness of that first trouble took her
breath away. They had had a merry evening.
They had had a * rocking-night' in the Ritsons'
great kitchen, the women spindling while every-
one told tales. Wonderful stories were told,
stories of the * Wise Man ' and c Hobthross,'
sovereign remedies against witchcraft, stories of
the hunting of the * hiding ' men after the 'Forty-
five.

Suddenly Judith was aware that no one there
liked her husband. The Cumbrian can hide his
true feeling better than any other of God's people;
there is no sober reticence anywhere in the world
so dignified, so impenetrable as his if he wishes.
Judith knew these people; they were her friends;
they had taken her in and made her one of them,
and when the Cumbrian does that you are safe.
They had not, however, taken Georges.

How did she know it? She could not tell,
unless perhaps it were something that she saw in
the bright unswerving eye of old Ritson, seated